The doctor looked at Stuart and shook his head. He was
still holding the boy's wrist
Stuart's face was the colour of dirty paper. He looked at
the gunner for^a moment and then turned to the doctor
suddenly and said, "Can I do any harm now?"
The doctor hesitated and shrugged his shoulders. I saw
Stuart take a deep breath. He suddenly said, loudly and rather
harshly:
"Peterson!   Open your eyes and listen to me."
The eyelid fluttered and half opened.
"Bid Roberts pick that thing up or did he not?"
The panting stopped again. Stuart took a quick step,
pushed the doctor away and took the boy's wrist in his hand.
" Come on now," he said roughly. " Tell me. Did Roberts
pick it up? Come on, speak up, man,"
For just a second there v/as a pause. Then the boy's lips
moved and he quite distinctly framed the word ts Yes."
"He did?"
The lips said " Yes " again.
"By the end or by the middle?" The lips quivered for a
moment and then closed.
"By the end or by the middle?" said Stuart again loudly.
He was leaning forward and the sweat was standing on his
forehead. The boy's lips moved and he breathed something,
I think it was " Sir." Stuart's face broke in a queer way. He
didn't say any more for a moment or two. The boy's eye was
still half open but you couldn't see anything but white now
and the panting had stopped.
Stuart turned to the doctor and said in a level voice, '*!
can't feel any pulse now. ! think he's probably dead."
The doctor took the wrist, felt for a moment or two and
nodded. He bent over the boy and then straightened up and
said:
"Yes. He's gone," He looked at Stuart and said gently,
n You got some of what you wanted. He said ' Yes.'"
Stuart nodded Then he said, " Excuse me a minute," in an
odd voice and went out. The doctor said :
" Go and see he's all right, old man. He's had enough. 1
must see to this,"
I went after Stuart. Going out I took a last look at the
gunner. He was lying just as he had been when I first came
in, but he was quite different.
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